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LETTER 
POLT, . 


HOU daring Poet! who of late, 
| From the Head-quarters call'd thy Pate, 
Didſt in a bold, inſulting Manner 

Draw forth, beneath thy Muſe's Banner, 
Of hoſtile Rhimes a Troop ſo thick, 
On Paper-field, againſt Squire Dick, 
What haſt thou done! What F renzy took you! 
Squire Dick's no Daſtard, Sir, for (look you) 
Tho true it is that Poets may bite, 
He matters not their Words a Flea-bite : 
Your Muſe may pelt him ; but he knows 


To pelt her in return with Proſe. 


Tho' Numbers to Advantage talk on her, 
Yet in the * Paper of G e F r, 
Brave Dicky did, as you muſt grant, 

Two Columns like two Cannons plant, 


Of true ſcholaſtick Metal made up, 


To blow the ſaucy, rhiming Jade up. 
| A Was 
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Was ſhe not impudent t upbraid him, 
And with his own Staff baſtinade him! F 
But ſhould ſhe ever more attack him, 
He, without Mother's Son to back him, 
Will draw his Pen by way. of Hanger, 
And with that Weapon will ſo bang her, 
That, ſurely as your Name is Davy, 
He'll make her ſqueak, or cry peccavi. 

Tux Man you've need to be afraid of; 
For know you what the Man is made of ? 
He's made of Braſs, he cannot feel, 
Stings he defies, he's hard as Steel; 
But yet the Man's not hard of Hearing ; 
He'll make you pay for all your Jeering. 
You think perhaps he ſpeaks Connundrums, 
Or makes but Sound, as Sticks do on Drums, 
Or prates as Magpye without Meaning : 
Why Poet are you fo diſdaining? 
[ tell you, Sir, that Dick's no Blockhead ; 
He has more Meaning in his Pocket, 
Than you, O Poet! in your Scull, 
Unleſs, good Sir, your Pocket's full; 
For know you not that Men of Pence 
Are always deem'd your Men of Senſe ? 
And let me tell you more, the De'il 
A Gun-flint ever ſtruck on Steel, 
Or Horſe-ſhoe clink'd on Paving-ftone, 
Cou'd ſtrike ſuch Fire (it is well known) 
As Dicky can, when fully bent 
To claſh with Folk in Argument; 
For he's (let Men ſay what they liſt) 
As ſmart a Scholar as e'er p—ſs'd, 
Can ſpeak as glib as Bird can chatter 
On any croſs or puzzling Matter, 
And clear up Queſtions one wou'd handle, 
As quick as one wou'd quench a Candle. 


Some 


+ Sce the Recantation-Sermon of K—— A——, Eſq: put 
into Metre. ; | 
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Some Criticks run him down, I know, 
Behind his Back, - but 2 propes.— 

HERR comes a Story in my Pate, 
A Story which I muſt relate 
In Dick's Defence.---You know old Harry 
The meagre-fac'd Apothecary, 
Who correſponds with * Jarningham , 
You know him well, full ſure Jam: 
By Chance the other Day I met him, 
(Were he not grey I could have beat him) 
And fo, Sir, as we were a walking, 
And of Squire Dicky fell a talking, 
PI! give, quoth he, his Head a Clyſter: 
Upon your Tongue, ſaid I, a Bliſter ! 
What! think you, Sir, his Head wants vent 
By Syringe, as doth Fundament! 
No doubt, quoth he, and then he ſwore 
By Aſculapius, o'er and o'er, 
The Head was coſtive, and might . 
To void ſome Senſe, but all in vain; 
That ſhould he go again to School, 
His Noddle wou'd not get one Sl.. 
With that, I ſtared, and then I ſtamp'd; 
Nay, Sir, ſaid I, he s not ſo cramp'd 
As you pretend. But here the Fellow, 
As ha as any Ox cou'd bellow, 
Int'rupted what I would have ſaid, 
And ſwore he'd ſhew a Weaver's Head, 
(And that quoth he is little Ralph's Head) 
To which the Squire s was but a Calf's Head: 
He then affirm'd that here in Dublin, 
Where, over Cups inſtead of fuddling, 
Some Weavers only meet to take 
A Sup for Controverſy's ſake, 
If with the Squire they had a claſhing, 
They” d give his Intellect a thraſtung, ö 

An 


An Apothecary in Maryland. 
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And ſurely make His Honour bray 
And a long Pair of Ears betray. 

Wren thus I heard the old Man rail, 
It made me fret like bottled Ale : 
Tis cruel, Sir, faid I with Choler, 
T' affront the Talents of a Scholar, 
To talk ſo much in his Disfavour, 
To ſet him thus beneath a Weaver, 
In Point of ſerious Diſputation, 
Or Strength of Ratiocination : 
I'd wager T wopence to a Guinea, 


The Squire's ſo far from being a Ninny, 


That he perhaps cou'd tug the Noddle 

Of any Weaver on the Paddle : 5 

Let all ſuch Fellows earn their Wages; 

They in their Looms, as Birds in Cages, 

May chatter; but what Shuttle- ſnooter 

Cou'd ſack ſo crooked a Diſputer 

As Dick, in controverſial Quarrel? 

They only bark, but he can ſnarl, 

Aye, troth ! and bite, and b'lieve me, Sir, 

He's not for running like a Curr, 

But ſtands his Ground as ſtout and as ſtiff 

As any Miller's Dog or Maſtiff. | 
Ar this th' Apothecary ſhook 

His griſly Head, and with a look 

As pale as Envy, thus he ſpoke. 


This very Dick, of whom you crack, 
Is crazy, Sir, for he's a Quack. 5 


A Quack ! ſaid I, you ſtrangely mawl him ! 
'Tis well you don't a Farrier call him! 
But, Sir, his Title's D&tor Dick; 

For he can cure himſelf, when ſick; 

And thy” you'll tell me, all his Art 

Was never worth a ſingle Ft, 

Yet, Sir, I'd have you underſtand, 

That Dicky, when in Mary-land, 


(7) 

As well acquainted was with Drugs, 
As tippling Fellows are with Mugs, 
Or Summer-flies with Pots of Honey ; I 
Let Jarningham bear Teſtimony : 
Of what I ſay; for he can tell 
Dick's Depth of Skill, he * knows him well: 
Nay many do pretend 'twas he 
That dipp'd him firſt in Pharmacy; 
And Dick no doubt this Day regiſters 
All Recrpe's of Pills and Clyſters 
And Potions, which from him he got, 
And hence can wag his Tongue (why not!) 
On all ſuch Things, as glib and frank 
As ever yet cou'd Mountebank ; 
And ſhou'd he once appear on Stage, 
He'd prove the Wonder of our Age. 

Tus, Poet, as I've now related, 
The worthy Squire J vindicated, 
And be the Confequence what will, 
FU vindicate His Honour ſtill ; 
(I fay His Honour, not His Rev rence; 
In this you know he claims no Def'rence, 
Since he became a Man of Faſhion;) 
But to the Point. Let Criticks laſh on, 
Great Dick defies them; like a Cock 
That's thrown at, he eludes the knock 
That threatens him ; yet you perhaps 
May tell me that he. has no Scraps. 
Of Learning, and that ſhou'd he pop 
By Chance into a Barber's Shop, 
Where Block was wanting, then his Nob 
Might be Vice-gerent 1 in a Job: 
All this you'll ſay perhaps; but then, Sir, 
Mark what I ſay to you agen, Sir. 

He 1s as dang'rous a Philoſopher, 
As ever did a Volume toſs over; _ 

or 


£ It ſeems he was acquainted with the Gentleman in Mary- 
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For juſt as a Prize- fighter plays 

With Sword and Pot- lid various Ways, 

E'en ſo doth he with Mode and Figure; 

Or as a Fowler touching Trigger, 

With one Eye open, tother ſhut, 

Lets fly at Bird that is his Butt, 

So he all Cunning, Sir, and Sly, 

Blinking with intellectual Eye, 
And ſtirring Tongue, which may be ſaid 
To be the Trigger of his Head, 

Pops at you, Sir, and fairly ſlaps 
Your philoſophick Wit to ſcraps, 

And makes your Argument expire, 

Unleſs he happen to miſs Fire. 

 You'LL aſk me, can't you ſtand before him 
With horned Argument, and gore him ? 
Why---that may be. -B here's the Query, 
Has he not Horns quite contrary ? 

(I do not mean indeed on Forehead ;) 


Such Things wou'd make him look quite horrid !)' 
I mean in Logic; yes, no Doubt on't; 
Let's therefore make no further Rout on't: 


In arguing then he cannot fail 

To work with Horns; for like a Snail 

He turns them out, or draws them in, 

So matters not your Words a Pin. 

You, Sir, have Rhiming without Reas'ning ; 
But he can give a pickle Seaſ ning 
To all he writes, or all he ſays: 

His Thoughts as nimble are as Fleas : 

At once he knows what's this or that, 


Can prove a Rabbit is no Cat, 


And he can clearly make it out, 
That ev'ry Noſe is not a Snout, 

And he can ſhew you to an Hair, 
That a round Table is not ſquare, 


the ſame Purpoſe, 


And 


The Eſquire's own Words in the aforeſaid , are te 
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And he can cunningly maintain, _ 
Water's no Wind, and Wind no Rain, 
And he can argue black's not white, 

And prove that Darkneſs is not Light, 
And (what is ſtill another Wonder) 

He'll prove that Lightning is not Thunder, 


And now, Sir, (to bring up the rear) 


He'll prove foul Weather is not fair. 
Nouns and Pronouns ! I have well fenc'd him; 
What have you to object againſt him ? 
You'll ſay perhaps you've many a Thing; 
But, Sir, he's like a Fiddle-ſtring ; 
For, if you ſcrape from Morn' till Noon 
On Dick, you'll put him out of Tune; 
And once he's vex'd, he'll make you hink, 
Tho' you ſuppoſe you'll make him ſtink : 
But, Sir, you know not yet the Man--- 1 
I'll paint him further if I can. . 

His Wit's as piercing as a Fork, 
Or Bottle-ſcrue, that's ſtuck in Cork; 
For who's the Mortal e' er cou'd hit 
Upon ſo fine a tour d Eſprit, 
As he! when lately.laſhing home 
Gainſt Images of Saints at Rome, 
* Golden and Silver Calves he terms em, 


And Puppets afterwards affirms 'em, 


And when he ſpeaks, as 'twere in petto, 
Concerning th' Image in Loretio, 
And calls it the mirac lous Log : 


Was ever ſuch a witty Dog ! 


As for his Judgment, what can match it? 
"Tis as deciſive as an Hatchet f 


That ſplits an Hair, as one wou'd ſay: 


His Motto, Sir, is Clear the May. 


What Havock has he often made, 
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q By EXET ciſing the old Blade 


Call'd 


* Theſe various Characters he inſerts in the abovementioned 
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Call'd Sampſon's Weapon] for (be't ſpoke 
To his Renown) at ev'ry Stroke 
The Jaw-bone gives in deep Debate, 
The Slaughter ſurely muſt be great. 
Of what 2---T'd wager Thitteen-pence, 
You think I mean f common Senſe + 


Think what you will, the Squire can make 


More racket, if I don't Miſtake, 

Wen into Argument he jumps, 

And in the Strife his Noddle thumps, 

Than Cooper can, whene'er he drubs 

His empty Barrels and his Tubs: 

Ergo the Squire is dev'liſh croſs, if he 

Shou'd once have at you in Philoſophy. 
Tulxk you to hit him with your rhiming ? 

Miſtake ! Tis only burning priming: 

Nay, Sir, you may as well b-ſh-te him, 

As with your rhiming ev'n affright him; 

For tho' of Pegaſus you brag, 

Yet Dick defies you.and your Nag 

*T1s true, he bids you * ſpare the Spur 

And pull the Reins; but b'lieve me, Sir, 

He only ſpeaks by way of funning ; 

For Dick's ironically cunning, 

And, if he once but take the Frolick, 

He's beautifully hyperbolick, 

By Repetition too; his Work 

Has prov'd it, Sir; for in a Jerk, 

His ＋ Millions once, his Millions twice, 

His Millions o'er again (that's thrice) . 

5 * 


* Parce, Puer, Stimulis, et ſortiùs utere loris. See the 
ſame J 


I What (faith he in the ſame J—)) if, for the Relief of i 


Nliilious of indigent Objects, the Golden and Silver Calves upon 
the Altars of Rome ſhould be exchanged for Wooden ones? By 

| ſuch an Expedient, Mzlions of Roman Altars might be exempt- 
ed from a very unneceſſary Weight, and Millions of indigent 
Objects might be relieved. 
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He whips you all within the Space 
Of few ſhort Lines; with ſuch a Face 
Appears the pleaſant Paragraph 
That when one reads it one mult laugh. 
What finer Figure then is made 
In any Train or Cavalcade ' 
By Foot-men, Coach-men, or Poſtillions, 
Than Dick has made, Sir, with his Milliuns 
In pomp of print? Tis plain, Od-zucks ] 
That he of Words has got a Flux, 
That Bladder blown was ne'er ſo puff*d 
Wind Wind, as he with Rhet'rick's ſtuff d. 

As to his Knowledge in Theology, 


He ſcorns to make the leaſt Apology : 
He * Doktor Virgil quotes. But, pray, 


Is Virgil a Divine? you'll ſay. 

Nay, Sir, the Queſtion's ſomewhat tough; 
He's Dick's Divine, and that's enough. 
Tis true ſome Scholars read Becanus, 
And other ſome read Cajetanus, 

Some Scotus, and fome Wil of Paris, 
Vaſqueſius ſome, and ſome Suarez, 

Some Bellarmin, ſome Boſſuet, 

And ſome with all acquainted get; 

But think you, Sir, that Dick wou'd loſe 
His Time, ſuch Authors to peruſe !_ 
Think you the Gentleman's a Book-worm ! 
Se better think him, Sir, a Muck-worm. 
Your School-men, b'lieve me, he diſdains, 


He muſt make uſe of his own Brains : 


For Length, or Breadth, or Depth of Knovledg: 
He's not beholden to a College; 
Nay, 


How numerous are the Altars of Rome, or Roman Altars ! 
How fine the Repetition of Millious of indigent Objects] Dear, 
favourite Word illions ! Enchanting Exaggeration, 


. Aliis ſub gurgite vuſto 
Infectum eluitur ſcelus, aut exuritur igne. 
Words inſerted in the ſame J — l. 
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Nay, he cou'd ſooner put on Turban, 
Than ſtoop to any Cap in Sorbonne. 
How magiſterial and how lofty 
He'd look, were he but made a Mufti 
His very Whiſkers or his Beard 
Wou'd be enough to make him fear'd : 
*Tis then he'd frown with all his Gloom 


And Fury at the Sons of Rome. 


Tis then he'd aim at his main Scope, 

To break the Croſs and ſcourge the Pope, 
Reliques and Breviaries to burn, 
And Altars zop/y-turvy turn: 

But ſince thoſe Ends he cannot jump at, 
Some other way he'll have a thump at 
The Church of Rome ; for he'll deride her : 
*T'is ſaid he's buſy as a Spider, 

In ſpinning out a Thread, which no Man 
Can ever break, not even a Roman. 
But you conceitedly may ſay 

You'd {weep his Cob-web quite away. 

Tis eaſy, Man, to talk of ſweeping ! 


But if in Vinegar he's ſteeping 


His Goofe-quill, like a Rod in Piſs, 

Pray what's the Conſequence of this ? 
What if his Intellect is itching 

To give a controverſial ſwitching 

To Popiſh Pates ! He'll ſcratch that Itch: 


You'll ſay he he'd better ſcratch his Bh. 


But what if he has caus'd to caper 
Once more his nimble Pen on Paper ! 
You'll tell me then he'll meet his match; 
Perhaps you fanty not one patch 
He has of Theologick Learning, 
And that his Memory wants dearning, 
As do old Stockings.---You may jeer; 
But from his grave, important Seer 
4 
* *Tis reported he is writing againſt Popery. 


13 

And ſignificant, ſerious Grin, 

| You ſoon may gueſs what's hid within; 
For all his Looks (pray do not laugh) 
Are ſomething like an Epitaph, 

That ſhews what lies within the Coffin, 

I mean the Scull, I am not ſcoffing. 

But leſt, good Sir, it ſhould be ſaid 

That I ſuppoſe that all is dead 

In Dicky's Noddle, I'll maintain 

That he has ſtill a ſtirring Brain: 
Put Finger on his Pate, you'll feel 
As 'twere the whirling of a Wheel; 
You'll find the Pulſe as nimbly play 

As doth a Cudgel in a Fray : 
When he's defending, Sir, or proving, 
See how his Muſcles all are moving !--- 
He keeps his Ground---Huzza !---ſtand faſt, Dick, — 
Stout Cock !---His very Nerves elaſtick 
Wich Force of Theologick Science, 


Vuiübrate ſo ſtrong, they ſtrike Defiance 


To any School or any College 

That ever cou'd pretend to Knowledge. 
Luis being the Caſe, I pray reflect 

What ſhare of Honour and Reſpect 

ls due to Dik.---I will ſuppoſe 

That now you had him at your Noſe; 
Tis true you never wou'd careſs him; 

But pr'ythee how wou'd you addreſs him? 

= You ſhou'd not make ſo free to dub him 

With Dunce-/h1p, you as well might ſcrub him; 

© Theſe Words you rather ſhou'd let lip, 

+ Sir, may it pleaſe your Scholar-fhip ! 

ISI a while muſt beg your Patience, 
Till J have made more Obſervations 

on this inimitable Creature 

= Squre Dick, this Prodrgy of Nature ! 


He'LL.- 


—_—_ — — — 
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He'LL tell you (for he knows the Law) 
X That ſafe he cou'd have fix'd his Claw 
On th' Acres which he late has got, 
Tho' he ſhou'd ne'er have turn'd his Coat. 
O fupid !---Hold !---by chance I've dropp'd 
This Word unluckily, it popp'd 
So ſudden out! But in its Stead 
I'll fay, O mot ſtupendous Head 
Of Lawyer Dich! Nay, let me tell you, 


He's ev'ry Way a wond'rous Fellow, 


As wond'rous in diſplaying F Hiſt'ry, 
As is a Piece of old Tapiſtry; 
He's wond'rous too in Caſuiſtry; 

For he can prove you, Sir, at will, 

It was not ev'n a peccadille, 

But rather a good, pleaſant Trick 


And lucky Joke, to Humbug M----, 


Firſt, by perſwading him 'twas licit 

To {wear by Prayer-book, and to kiſs it, 
Abjuring Popery, all for pelf, 

And next, by doing fo himſelf, 


® His Words in the above-mentioned J! are, as ſollow. 
— This ęroundleſs Calumny might eternally ceaſe, if (as I am 
ſure it might) it ſhould be evidently evinced, that the ſame Eſtate 
might ſecurely have been obtained, without any religious 
Change. Here the Reader may be curious to know, why the 
Gentleman, after having changed Religion, did not leave the 
Eſlate in the Hands he found it? or what Reaſon he cou'd 
have had, after ſuch Change, to incline his Heart fo vrch up 
the 1 / Steps? But ſuch Queries are needleſs. The 
Gentleman knew what he was doing. 

+ In the ſame J——l he refers his Reader to Abbe Flevr;'s 
624 Book of Eecleſiaſtical Hiſtory, No. 34, concerning Pope 
Gregory the 7th. The Queſtion is aſk'd, Doth the Gentle- 
man, in what he attributes to that Part of the Hiſtory, endea- 


vour to paſs a Rap for a current Piece of Coin. Whether is 


his Story. in the fame l, concerning Mr. Garret Mus phy, 


a Baſtard, or an honeſtly-begotten Child ?!——Theſe are ſtrange 
Can the Gcnileman hear them, and not feel a 


Queſtions ! 
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To leave the * Spaniard in the lurch, 
Yet wiſh him Joy he went to Church. 

HEe'LL prove you likewiſe that it's Nonſenſe 
To think that one may not in Conſcience 
Break Vow of Poverty, as quick 
As one wou'd break a rotten Stick ; 

That for this Reaſon it is lawful 


For him to have Pocket full, or Paw full 


Of Guineas, and to make fine Cheer 
Upon eight Hundred Pounds a Year. 
Witneſs his Friday-Feaft in Lent T, 
When to his Friends he gave Content, 


With what an Epicure might chuſe 


In Fiſh and Fleſh and ſparkling Bouze, 

While he ſo frolickſome and free, 

The Cock of all his Company, 

Crew Toaſts, and ſhew'd himſelf full jolly : 

All this, he'll tell you, was no Folly. 
HEe'LL prove you quick as Stone can fall, 


(For he can prove the D and all) 
That, when one folemn Vow is broke, 


To keep the reſt wou'd be a Joke; 
That it's not proper or expedient 


To be religiouſly obedient ; 


That all ſuch kind of poor Submiſſion 
Is but the Seed of Superſtition ; 
That to live always without Wife 
Is but to lead a ſcrup'lous Life; 
That therefore, leſt he ſhou'd be hurl'd , 
A Batchelor to th' other World, 
*T were fit he ſhou'd be link'd in Wedlock, 
As faſt as Staple is with Pad-lock. 
I've ſaid enough in D«k's Defence, 


To ſhew his Stretch 'of Wit and Senſe, 


Of Judgment and of Eloquence, 


. 


His 


* His Brother M——, who had been an Officer in the 


Spaniſh Service. 


+ He gave this famous Entertainment at his Lodgings, on 


Friday, April the gth. 
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His various and his wond'rons Notions 
Concerning Clyſters, Pills and Potions, 

His fine Conception of the Law.--- 

To lumpt it, his et cætera, 

(For it is needleſs to rehearſe all) 

I've ſhewn his worth, and that in Verſe all. 

SINCE then in rhiming I can clatter 

As free as you, your Muſe I'll batter 
With Balls ſatyrick, (and not ſlow Balls) 

If ever more ſhe fling her Snow-balls 

At worthy Dick; for I'm the Man, Sir, 

That's always ready to make anſwer 

To any Rhimes you vent againſt him ; 

You have already much incens'd him, 

And if the Coals you blow up ſtill, 

Be ſure I'll ſtrixe you with my Quill, 

Like angry Porcupine; ſo take 

Advice, and do not Miſchief make, 

By rubbing over an old Sore ; 

But ſhou'd you vex my Dicky more, 

Or ever force him to complain, 

have a way to eaſe his Pain; 

Inſtead of whining he ſhall whiſtle. 

Excuſe the Bulk of this Epiſtle ; 

Tis a large Meal, you cannot ſtarve on't : 

The Cook's your "I humble Servant. 
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